POST-MORTEM              SCENE IV
JOHN : I don't think, perhaps, it was altogether her
fault.
PERRY : What did you expect ?
JOHN : I don't know,
PERRY : Why wasn't it her fault ?
JOHN: Circumstances, environment, money, all
those silly people hemming her in.
PERRY : She could get out if she wanted to.
JOHN : Not as easily as aD that.
PERRY : Why are you making excuses for her ? It
isn't her that you love, you'd stored up a pretty little
sentimental memory, separated from reality by war, then
you came back and took her by surprise before she had
time to play up. Damned unfair I call it!
JOHN : Do you mean she was always playing up,
even before ?
PERRY : I expect so, it's her job.
JOHN : She loved me once.
PERRY: I'm sure she did, as much as she could.
Don't worry about her, there are deeper sorrows than
that. Hang around a bit longer and you'll see.
JOHN : I know about your book.
PERRY: Do you?
JOHN : Is it true that they're going to burn it ?
PERRY : I expect so.
JOHN : Damn their eyes !
PERRY: They haven't got any to damn 1 They can't
see, they can only grope with their instincts and the
principal one, as usual, is fear. They're afraid my book
might start something, that if they let it get by, it might
encourage someone else to write a better one, clearer,
more concise in simpler phrases. I tried to be as
simple as possible, but I didn't succeed, that's what's
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